Afghan Desert from Dakka to Jalalabad, we
suffered a similar fate. The Old Boy had us
tortured not with pitchforks, however, but with
millions of sharp-pointed tacks. This caravan
route has been used incessantly ever since the
Aryans first invaded India, and ever since the
armies of Cyrus, Darius, Alexander, and Timur
the Tartar passed this way, and more than two
hundred thousand camels go up and down it
each year. The men who drive these camels are
shod with heavy, loop-the-loop slippers, in the
bottoms of which are sharp iron tacks with
heads as large as the tip of your little finger.
When they fall out, they invariably He head
down and point up. If you walk along that
caravan route, you kick up three or four of
them every time your toe hits the dust. Just
imagine what it would be like to drive a cat
over such a toad!

On our entire journey from the Khyber Pass
to Kabul and return we averaged a puncture an
hour. Fortunately we had taken along four
spare tyres and a whole flock of inner tubes and
patches. But to hear that ominous siss of escap-
ing air or the pistol-shot of a sudden puncture,
and then to get out in heat-like blasts from a,
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